DANILOV
commandant replied. "And you hear all sorts of things.
Some say they'll be issued, others say they won't. And
one lady, you know, said that there won't be enough felt
boots to go round, and who'll get them first? Not the
medical corps, that's clear. My wife packed them. ...
Just in case, eh? They can stand somewhere under a
shelf, they won't be in the way, eh?"
"Of course not," smiled Danilov.
At the supper table the train Commandant ate and
drank with a good appetite, and talked about Lenin-
grad's architecture, while Danilov looked at him and
thought:
"What in the world are we going to do with you?"
Next morning Danilov set out to find an electrical
engineer—otherwise his complement was full—and the
Commandant went to the repair yard to sign for the
train. After telephoning to die yard, the evacuation
office and the station, he told Danilov complacently:
"You'll find me at the station with the train."
Danilov's quest took him to the local engineering
works. The previous evening the manager had agreed to
release engineer Kravtsov, provided Kravtsov himself
was agreeable.
Danilov had no illusions concerning the manager's
generosity. He obviously wanted a good excuse to get
rid of Kravtsov. There must be something queer about
the man. Danilov made enquiries at the local trade
union. The replies were evasive; Kravtsov was a highly
qualified engineer deserving all praise, but. ... well, we
all have our weaknesses, haven't we?
"Does he drink, or what?" asked Danilov.
"Well, that can happen to anyone," was the reply.
Kravtsov's assistant was at the diesel engine. Kravtsov
himself was having lunch, sitting on an overturned box
with a bottle of milk in his hand. He had the lean,
ascetic, stern face of a saint. A warm draught from the
engine stirred a grey lock on his brow.
"Well, what about it?" asked Danilov. "Will you serve
on the hospital train?"

